ing day getting into his car at the main entrance, he
accosted him.
Did you get those scenarios I sent round, Mr.
Hyman ? ' he enquired.
" There was a certain vagueness about Mr. Hyman's
smile of greeting and subsequent handshake.
" c A. B. is my name, you know/ the author explained,
* I sent you round two scripts yesterday/
" The great man wrung his hand. c Why, sure, Mr.
A. B, !' he declared, * Sure, I got them ! Great stuff,
sir ! Just what we're looking for ! Excuse me now,
I'm in a hurry, but tomorrow we'll have a conference and
Til send round for you.'
" * Any particular time ? '
" * My secretary will phone through/ the other replied,
stepping into his car with a farewell wave of the hand.
" The next day A. B. turned up at the studio in high
spirits. He made his way to his office, opened the door a
little abruptly, and found a young man, a perfect stranger,
dictating letters from his desk to a strange young lady.
The former apparently was somewhat annoyed.
" * Say, whom are you looking for ? * he asked.
" * This happens to be my office/ A. B. replied, a little
curtly.
" * It is nothing of the sort/ was die reply; * look
outside, you'll find my card there. Get along, there's a
good fellow, I have a pile of letters to finish before eleven
o'clock/
" A. B. in a towering rage slammed the door and walked
to the end of the corridor, carrying the card in his hand.
He appealed to the uniformed page seated behind the desk.
" c Look here/ he said, * someone has got my office
and has stuck his own card outside/
" The page stared at the card he held between his finger
and thumb and glanced down the list of names on a sheet
pinned to the table.
" * What is your name ? ' he asked.
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